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Summary: Throughout the ebb and flow of time, Pokémon have lived together in harmony. Suddenly, temporal and spacial anomalies called mystery dungeons started popping up left and right, and bad Pokémon were around every corner. This was followed by the Pokémon world's paralysis. One Pokémon, living in the paralysis, decided that it was time for a change. Luckily for him, a human agreed.





	1. Prologue

**A/N: **I do not own Pokémon, Pokémon Mystery Dungeon, or the Pokémon characters. I own the story and the OCs.

* * *

><p>"Aw, hell. We aren't going to make it through this storm in one piece."<p>

Mark could barely hear the pilot make that reassuring prediction over the sound of the helicopter rotors and the wind. But one look at the pilot's grim countenance told him everything.

Mark sighed.

"Have you been flying next to the coast?!" Mark shouted over the noise.

"Yes, sir!" The pilot answered.

"We might be able to perform an emergency landing!" Mark suggested.

"Agh!" Mark grunted as debris struck him across the face, throwing his right hand to the side shield any more oncoming projectiles, while tightly gripping the handle to the door for support.

"Are you all right!?" The pilot shouted, quickly looking behind him to check Mark.

"I'll live, but-" Mark started.

He was interrupted by a sharp blast of sound and his ears started ringing.

"Argh! What was that?!" Mark yelled as the helicopter shook.

He was answered with the pilot screaming curses.

"Wha-"

"Grab a hold of something, now!" The pilot screamed as he veered the helicopter as far to the right as he could.

Mark's life flashed before his eyes as the helicopter tumbled out of the sky.

The noise of the helicopter, the roar of the wind, and the frantic cries of the pilot all were slowly being replaced by the ringing of his ears.

A single tear rolled down Mark's face as he thought about his daughter.

Mark's vision blurred.

* * *

><p>Shaolin Voice presents:<p>

Pokémon Mystery Dungeon: Righting a Wrong.


	2. Chapter 1: Grounding

**A/N: **I do not own Pokémon, Pokémon Mystery Dungeon, or the Pokémon characters. I own the story and the OCs.

* * *

><p><em>"...Hmm. My, what have we here?"<em>

_"I don't suppose you're conscious, but... yeah, you can listen."_

_"Umm..."_

_"Tell you what, I've been looking for a candidate for a good long time now, and no one had a strong enough will. Until you came."_

_"It's not ideal circumstances, not for you, not for me, but I need help."_

_"What do you say? Are you willing to help me?"_

_..._

_"Maybe I should just let you rest... oh well."_

_"Ponder this."_

* * *

><p>What is this oblivion?<p>

Mark floated through the waves of his subconscious, trying to grasp a feeling of something.

Anything.

Was this death?

...

Mark tried to figure out how he could have died...

"The helicopter," Mark muttered, coming to a grim realization.

"Ew, what the-"

Mark's eyes suddenly opened and he felt the tide wash up his legs.

Spitting the sand out, Mark stood up and immediately turned around and checked the ocean.

There was no signs of the helicopter, or the pilot.

Mark took a deep sigh and swiped some of the grains of sand out of his beard, trying to regain his composure.

Mark scrutinized the shoreline he had washed up on.

Completely barren, save a palm tree, and was overlooked by a steep cliff side that was either carved, or formed into a strange, skull-like shape.

"...Damn."

Mark looked back out to the ocean.

"Ah! There!"

Mark saw his backpack, which washed up pretty close to him.

Trying to bear the aching in his joints, he jogged over to the backpack, and slung it over his shoulder.

"This should get me through for a few hours."

...

...an hour later, Mark sat underneath the palm tree.

"Ugh. No more water."

Mark stuffed his empty thermos back into the backpack and looked up at the cliff.

"Well, it's now or never."

Mark felt around the cliff's surface for a handhold.

"Bingo."

Mark made it a few feet up the cliff before his fingers started numbing.

Deciding to tough it out, he kept climbing. A minute later, Mark looked down and realized the he had made a mistake.

Mark couldn't feel anything in his fingers, and he was looking at a steep drop.

"Oh no. Oh no, oh no, oh no."

Mark realized that his best plan of action was to just wait...

...but for what?

A minute passed. Nothing.

It was almost five minutes until Mark felt something grab the back of his shirt collar.

"Hey! What the hell?!" Mark said, and started thrashing his arms out of reflex.

But nothing happened to the hold on his shirt, and Mark started rising up the cliff. Meaning, something was climbing up the cliff with Mark in tow.

Mark had a mixed feeling of confusion and happiness, but did not dwell on it much, because he was in the dirt again.

Sweating, Mark turned over.

"Hey, uh, pal-"

Mark took a sharp inhalation.

...

"No sweat." Grovyle replied.


End file.
